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£4 ONDEMN not, Madam, as I write in Haſte, 

Þ My Thoughts confus'd, or any Word miſplac'd. 
Of cens ring Tongues I ſcotn the lite spite, 

In wild Diſorder, as I Love, I Write. 5h 

In Hafte I write to eaſe your tortur'd Mind, 

Jpite of your Jealouſy, I ill am kind. 

Unſpotted as the Sun, my Love ſhall riſe, 

And ſoon diſpel the Fears that cloud your Eyes. 


0 1 others r ſearch the Town, 
Or with ſuperior Fancy chuſe a Gown: 
Others their Heads with learned Volumes fill, 
Or boaft of deeper Science at Quadrille : 

In the gay Dance let other Nymphs excel; 

F ,s Glory lies in Loving well. 

Of Pleaſure all the various Modes I know. 
Its different Degrees, its Ebb and Flow. 
Ladies, unpraftis'd in the Art of Love, 

A living Aretin in me may prove. 5 1 
Propitious Venus grant me Power to give OE i 
Joy to fair , tis for her I Lire. 5 
Cexſe then to let your jealous Fancy rot, 


Nor give me ſuch a cruel Proof of Love. GON 
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Am I in Fault, that Crouds obſequious bend, 
And rival Beauties for my Love contend ? 
That fierce Thaleſtris has attack d my Heart? 
Or gentle Chloe caft a milder Dart ? 

To fierce Thaleſtris I diſdain to yield, 

And gentle Chloe ne er ſhall gain the Field. 

In vain ſhe breathes her Paſſion in my Ear, 
For when you ſpeak I nothing elſe can hear : 
In vain with Tranſport to my Feet ſhe flew, 
All Joys are taſtleſs, but what come thro? you. 
Before your fatal Face I chanc'd to ſee, 

No Cynick ever laugh'd at Love like me. 
Inconſtant as the Wind, free as the Air, 

I rang'd from Man to Man, from Fair to Fair. 
I roy'd about like the induftrious Bee, 

Firſt ſuck d the Honey, then forſook the Tree. 
In YVenus' Combats, I have ſpent the Day, 
Swiſs-like, I fought on any Side for Pay. 

But now I Love, and your bewitching Face 
Has well aveng'd the Cauſe of Human Race. 
Do Juſtice to your ſelf, review your Charms, 
Nor fear to ſee me in another's Arms, 
Have you not Beauty equal to your Youth ? 
Look in your Glaſs, and then ſuſpect my Truth. 
No Paſſion tramontane in you I've found, 
By Love and Gratitude I'm doubly bound. 
You firſt of all the Britiſh Fair declar'd, 
1 ſung unrival'd, cer my Voice you heard. 
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By Sympathy you felt each Charm, each Grace, 
And lov'd my Perſon;  e'er:you-ſaw, my Face. 


Nor was I coy, or difficult to move, 
When you reveal'd the Story of your Love. 
With ſuch pathetick Mirth you play'd your Part, 


You found an eaſy Conqueſt of my Heart. 
1 felt a thrilling Joy, till then unknown, 
And Lov'd with: Ardour equal to your own. 
Witneſs the Tranſports of that happy Day, - '- © 
When melting in each othet's Arms we lay. 
With Velvet Kiſs your humid Lips I preſsd, 
And rode triumphant on your panting Breaſt. 2 MT Of 
I» Thus rode St. George; thus fearleſs thruſt his Dart 
. 8 Vp to the Head in the fell — Heart. t nat 
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3 1 in Extaſy you cry d, What Joys are theſe? 
5 Not Dureſtanti's ſelf fo well cou d pleaſ ee. 
: 5 - This is no ſleepy Husband's feeble Mite, . 
Ez "The taſteleſs Tridats of an ata Dag n 
; 75 IL -.- Such were our Jon Deren 10 TRE laſt! | 
2 : But greateſt Pleaſures are the ſooneſt pw. 
* Pad my ber and Will in Concert move! 
e Love! og! ! 
2 bite var; { 


